



’ 'Tint* Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Servant with Boots'. 
r Tor. Bring my Boots, T will unto the King. 

K *Dut. Strike him Attmerle. Poore boy,thou art amaz'd 
Hence Villaine,never more come in my fight. 

Tor. Give me my Boots I fay. 

Dm. Why 2V&e,what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trelpaffe of thine owne? 

Have we more fonnes ? Or are we like to have? 

Is not my teeming date drunke up with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happy mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine owne ? 

Tor* Thou fond and mad woman. 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracy ? 

A dozen of them here have tane the Sacrament, 

And enterchangeably fet do wne their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford* 

Dm. He fir all be none : 

Wce’l keepehim here: then what is that to him: 

Tor. Away fond woman: were he twenty times my 
fonne, I would appeach him. 

Dm. Hadft thou groan’d for him, as I have done, 
Thou wouldeft be more pittifull : 

Butoowlknow thyminde; thou do’ft fufpe& 

That I have beene diflovall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard , not thy lonne: 

Sweet Torke, fweet husband, be not of that mind: 

He is as like thee, as a man may be, 

Notliketome, noranyof my Kin, 

And yet I love him- 
Tor. Make way,unruly woman. Exit. 

Dm. After i/lnmerle. Mount thee upon his Horfe, ' 
Spurre poft,and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon, ere he doeaccule thee, 
lie not be long beh;nde: though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke : 

And never will I rife up from the ground, 


Mr- 


Till Bullinghrooke have pardon’d thee: Away,be gone, £*;. 




Enter Bullinghooke erej y and other Lords* 

Bnl. Can no man tell of my unthrifty lonne ? 

’Tis full three monthes lince I did fee him laft. 

If any plague hang over us, ’tis he: 

I would to heaven (my Lords)he might be found. 
Enquire at London, mongft the Tavernes there : 
Forthere (they fay)he daily doth frequent. 

With un-reftrained loofe Companions, 

Even fuch (they fay ) as Hand in narrow Lanes, 

And rob our watch, and beateour palfcngers. 

Which he (young wanton, and effeminate Boy) 

Takes on the poynt of honour , to fuppore 
So diffolutea crew* 

A>fri? u y u^° rc i ?f L m r e *7° da y es fince 1 f w the Prince. 
A w ? d A h T °[ th r fe t , num P hes held at Oxford, 
f*'* And whatfayd the Gallant? 

//,* His anfwer was, he would unto the ftewes, 
Andfrotn the common 1 ft creature plucke a glove 
ndweare it as a favour, and with that 

H ?? Ul 4 d j nhorfe luftieft challenger. 

lfeefomp S r ld t IUt f u S def P rate > yet through both, 

Mav h3 me ., f ^ rks °l better hope : which elder dayes 
Ma y happily bring forth- But whocomes here ? 7 

/ r Whe reist tS„g T ,l ‘- 
** iXTSdyT CoCn ' that he i , 

Id °' Sefeccli your^Maf 
V e S “Pfcrence with your Grace alone 

What i s thematr* 11 ^ v ,f SjSnd leave us here alone, 
ne the matter with our Cofin now ? 

Aum. 
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